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years had been stumped in cruel line and crease and wrinkle, she lifted up the veil and raised her sad old eyes reproachfully to his. He staggered back, turned red, turned white, stammered, took oil" his hat, attempted to apologi/e, then turned and iled,
11 And what/' I asked, ** did you say to him?"
"Say, say/* she repeated; "justice need not be cruel. Why add anything to the sight of this?" ant! she drew a finger down her withered cheek.
Twas said with laughing bitterness, for she had been very fair, and well guarded, too, in the distant past ; while then I could but catch her tired hands and kiss them, in a burst of pity that this ancient gentlewoman might not walk in peace through the city streets because fate had left her without a protector.
Appeal to the police, I think some one says, Of course, if he is about; but recall that famous old recipe of Mrs. Glass beginning, " First catch your hare and then—"enty-sixe night she had played at a concert andtide  sets her way,                                                                                  J
